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Have you heard of the wonderful gar 
den which grows ie 


In the country called Santa > 
Land? 


Of the gifts which there grow every day. 
row on row, 


All so perfect they seem made by 
hand? 


The week after Christmas starts plan 
making time. 
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Then, the soil they must rightly pre- 
pare; 
Mrs. Santa directs how each seed shall 
be sown, 
For she knows what each seedling 


will bear. 


She says they must raise loads of candy 
and fruit, 
And each year some new pleasure 
must grow, 
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everywhere— 
What they'd cultivate, first they must 


So some plants bear books and in some 


rows are toys, 
Each grown with real names of real 


live girls and boys. 
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So it's really not strange how good 
Santa Claus knows, 
Without being told, where wth one 
of them goes! 


But there's one great big secret in Santa 
Claus Land— 
‘Tis where the seeds come from—just 
what is the brand? 
Some say they're small kindnesses 
done here on earth, 
Some say they are ideals, proven of 
worth. 
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But how do they get clear to Santa 
Claus Land? 
That, somehow, is more than we folk 
understand. 
Yet—don't you believe that kind words 
and kind deeds 
Do take root and bear blossoms, . 
much like wind blown seeds? + . 
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So this year when he comes, why not 
ask the dear saint 


All about it? He'll tell you I know; 
J ust catch him and hold him and whis- 


per how you 


Long to help make his gift garden 


grow. 
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Tads Christmas Surprise 
—Estelle Urbahns ~ 


Saturday morning, just a week before Christmas, Tad awoke with 
such a happy thought that it lifted him out of bed and put him into 
his clothes before you could have counted fifty. Of course any nine- 
year-old boy could earn his own Christmas money! Why hadn’t he 
thought of it before? He put on his blue tie, with excited fingers. 
There must be many things that a nine-year-old boy could do. How 
wonderful to come downstairs on Christmas morning with bright pack- 
ages which he himself had earned! The idea made Christmas seem 
much jollier, Tad thought. He was smiling joyfully as he ran down the 
stairs. After he had filled the wood box and swept the walks, the rest 
of Saturday was always his for play, but this Saturday everything was 
going to be different. He was sure that somebody had work for him 
to do. 

“I’m going to do something special today,” Tad told his mother 
as he watched her icing the good smelling fruit cake. “It’s a real sur- 
prise—about Christmas.” 

“That sounds wonderful, Tad darling,” said his mother, as 
she peeped into the oven at spicy cookies. “‘Aren’t Christmas surprises 
the most fun?” She kissed him on both cheeks. “Run and play now, 
dear. I'll be looking for you at lunch time.” 

Tad, chuckling to himself, hurried down the street. It was going 
to be a big surprise, all right! 

He stopped first at Farley’s china store. Beautiful china and 
sparkling glass filled the window. Each dear little cup and saucer, 
each cake plate and flower bowl seemed to call to Tad: “Come on in 
and buy me; I’d make a lovely Christmas present for your mother.” In 
a corner stood a dozen shining tie racks marked, ““Special—50c.”’ 

Why, one of those would be the very thing for Daddy! Tad 
opened the door and went in. “Could you use a good, strong, honest 
boy today, Mr. Farley? I can run errands and sweep sidewalks 
and keep your furnace going,” he said. 

Mr. Farley patted Tad’s shoulder. “I have a boy for today,” 
he said, “but keep on looking; the stores are looking for good, strong, 
honest boys—especially during the Christmas rush.” 

The Christmas rush! How exciting that sounded! Well, he 
was going to be a part of it, Tad told himself; he was going to rush 
around all day, doing big, helpful things. 
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He stopped at Henderson’s grocery. “Can you use a good, 
strong, honest boy today?” he asked, standing very straight, with his 
shoulders thrown back. 

The round faced grocer smiled, ““You look all of that, sonny, 
but I already have two boys doing the extras.” At that moment Jimmy 
Lynch came from behind the counter, with a basket on his arm. Tad 
followed him to the door. 

“T’m earning Christmas money, running errands. Mr. Hender- 
son’s going to pay me a dollar tonight,” said Jimmy, hurrying away 
down the snowy street. 

A whole dollar! Tad’s big brown eyes opened wide. With a 
whole dollar he could buy the tie rack for Daddy and something 
very beautiful for Mother! Oh, there was not a minute to waste! 
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The coming Christmas was already sparkling in every window. 
Christmas trees were for sale on corners, and everywhere he looked 
he saw people smiling glad Christmas smiles. Everywhere he looked 
he saw people carrying home holly wreathes and big, fat, bulgy bun- 
dles. Tad took a skip and a jump. “Oh, goody, goody for every- 
thing!” he said. “Christmas is almost here!” 

Standing very straight and stiff in the window of old Amos 
Meecher’s variety store was a sign, “Boy Wanted.” Tad turned 
up his nose at it. A hard little line crossed his face, making him 
look not at all like the sort of Tad that you and I like to know. 


Mall 
In the window was a sign, ““Boy Wanted.” 


WEE WISDOM 11 
“Do you think I would work for that old Amos Meecher>” 
Tad asked himself. “‘No, not if I never earn any money for Christ- 
mas presents!” 

The boys all said that Amos Meecher was a mean, stingy old 
man. They said that nobody liked him. Tad hurried past the door 
and crossed the street to Peterson’s new garage. 

“Can you use a good, strong, honest boy >”’ he asked. 

“Sorry, laddie,” called 


the garage man from under a 
car; “have all the help I 


need.” 

Tad turned away, dis- ‘ LS 
couraged. ‘“‘Doesn’t any one 
want me?” he asked himself 
as he trudged along in the 
snow. He met Roy Adams 
hurrying across the street 
with a bundle. How happy 
he looked! 

“T’m earning Christmas 
money,” Roy called to Tad. 
“Getting a dollar and a half, 
working for the bakery.” TTT / I) 

A very lonely and left | | | 
out feeling wrapped itself << | 
around little Tad. The other 
boys were working. Why 
wasn’t there something for him? He passed Farley’s china store again. 
There was the tie rack that he had picked out for Daddy; there were 
the cups and the saucers, the sort that Mother would love! His feet 
dragged as he moved away. He was again passing old Amos 
Meecher’s funny little store. This time the sign seemed to be shouting 
at him: “If you really want to work, come on in; a boy is wanted here.” 

With a sorry, sinking sort of feeling Tad opened the door and 
slipped inside. All the boys would laugh if they ever found out that 
he had tried to work for old Amos Meecher! “I saw your sign,” said 
Tad in a low voice. “I am a good, strong, honest boy. Will—will 
you give me some work to do?” 

“We-ll,” said Amos, looking at Tad over his spectacles, “if 
you're sure about being honest and strong, perhaps I can use you.” 

Now, wasn’t it just like old Amos Meecher to talk that way? 
No wonder the boys didn’t like him! And the store—how bad it 


Jimmy was laughing at him. 
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smelled! Everybody said that Amos lived on beans and coffee that 
he cooked in a little room at the back of the store. 

“Come over here,” said Amos. ‘You can unpack this barrel of 
cups and saucers. Dust them, and put them on this shelf, and mind, 
don’t—you—break—them. If you do the work well, I'll pay you 
fifty cents—maybe.” 

Fifty cents! Only fifty cents, when all the other boys were 
getting a whole dollar—or more! Tears came into Tad’s - eyes, 
but he blinked them away. No one else needed him, he reminded 
himself. After all, fifty cents was better than nothing, so he set to work. 
What a big barrel it was! Would he ever reach the bottom? As he 
worked, a little voice whispered to him over and over again, “You're 
not getting paid enough, you’re not—you’re not. Fifty cents will buy 
the tie rack, but how about 
your mother’ s gift?” 

““He can keep his stingy 
old fifty cents,” Tad whis- 
pered to himself. “I'll walk 
out and leave him, that’s 
what I'll do. He can unpack 
his own cups and saucers!” 

But he had told Amos 
that he was honest. It would 
not be honest to run away. 
With a heavy feeling in his 
heart he turned back to his 
work. 

Some one tapped on the 
window. It was Jimmy 
Lynch. Jimmy was laugh- 
ing at him. He poked his 
head in at the door. “ ’Lo, 
Tad. What’s old Amos 
going to pay you?” 

“Fifty cents—maybe,” answered Tad in a very low voice. His 
face was red; he could not lift his eyes. 

“Fifty cents for all that work!” cried Jimmy. “You're an old 
silly billy. Probably he won’t pay you anything at all—be just like 
him.” Other boys passed, poked their heads in, called him “Easy,” 
and told him that he was working for nothing. It was getting harder 
and harder for little Tad. The queer smell was filling the store again. 
He could see Amos cooking his beans and coffee in the little, dark back 
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Tears came into eyes. 
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room. Tad went home to lunch, with a heavy heart. The toys in the 
Christmasy windows did their best to make him smile, but Tad thought 
that he was too sad to smile at anything—even though Christmas was 
only one short week away. 

_ Mother opened the door. Her eyes were dancing. ““How’s 
the surprise, Tad?” It was hard for Tad to smile back at his mother— 
hard to answer. After lunch he went back to Amos Meecher’s. Be- 
fore he had finished, 3 o’clock came, but he hadn’t broken a thing! 
Of course old Amos would be pleased, thought Tad as he scraped 
around in the bottom of the barrel. Suddenly he touched something 
which had a feeling very different from the heavy cups and saucers. 
Tad pulled away the packing, and there in his hand was the most 
beautiful little cup, light as a sea shell, blue as the sky, with darling lit- 
tle pink rosebuds around the top! The handle was a gold butterfly. 
There was a saucer, too. Oh! The cup and the saucer were the very 
prettiest that Tad had ever seen. Wouldn’t Mother love them! If he 
could earn enough—in some way—perhaps he might come back and 
buy them from Amos. . 

“O Mr. Meecher, see what I found on the bottom,” he ex- 
claimed, his face shining. 


The old man took the cup and saucer very gently. A kind, 
twinkling look came into his eyes. 

“A regular prize package, isn’t it?” he said. “There is usually 
a prize package in each china barrel. I was just waiting to see if you 
would be patient enough and would work hard enough to find it.” 

The kind, twinkling look was spreading all over Amos’ face. 
“What would you say, boy, if I gave it to you to take home to your 
mother, for Christmas? I’m sure that you have earned it.” 

Now Amos was slipping a new fifty cent piece into Tad’s hand. 

“You've worked well,” he said. “I heard the boys teasing you. 
You're a brave, manly little fellow.” 

Now, with so much happening at once, Tad could scarcely get 
his breath or think of a word to say. The most surprising thing of 
all was that he had found, very suddenly, that old Amos was not a 
mean, stingy old man! Maybe the boys had not treated him right. 
Maybe they had never really looked closely enough to see that he 
was kind and good! 

“Oh! thank you, thank you, Mr. Meecher,” said Tad. “Thank 
you for the lovely cup and saucer. I’d rather have them than anything 
else for my mother, and I’m going to tell everybody how good you 


” 


are. 


Mr. Meecher put the cup and saucer into a holly box and tied 
the box with a bright bit of cord. Tad, with eyes shining like stars, 
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hurried through the snow to buy the tie rack for Daddy. Halfway 
home, something made him stop. What would old Amos be doing on 
Christmas day> Would he be alone, cooking beans and coffee in the 
dark little room? With his bundles held tightly under his arm, Tad 
turned and ran back. He opened Amos’ door. “Mr. Meecher,” he 
said, “Grandpa and Grandma are coming for Christmas dinner. 
Mother always lets me ask any one I wish, and I’d love to choose you 
to come and sit by me.” 

Glad tears came into Amos Meecher’s eyes. He put his arm 
about Tad and his face seemed to grow beautiful as he said: “I’ll be 
glad to come, laddie. This is the kindest thing that has happened to 
me for many years.” 

And suddenly Tad felt gladder and happier than he had ever 
felt before, because, all by himself, he had found ways to make three 
people happy on Christmas—his mother, his daddy, and old Amos 

eecher. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, . 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 

God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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The sun was just rising over the huge mass of rock known to 
the Indians of the region as the Black Mesa. Early as it was, the 
magpies and the pion jays were already up and about their daily 
duties. Their shrill calls could be heard in every direction. 

In the entire pueblo country it would have been impossible to 
find two happier little Indian boys than Tae* and Juanf. These 
little fellows were cousins. They came of a race that had lived in 
the Rio Grande valley for hundreds of years. 

Months before, Tae’s father had promised to take the boys 
to visit the land of the cliff dwellers, which lay to the west, across 
the great river. Many were the stories that the older members of 
the tribe had told the boys concerning this country. Often Tae and 
Juan had imagined themselves climbing the walls of the rocky cafions 
and exploring the many caves, and now the day for the journey had 
arrived. Is it any wonder that they were two very happy boys? 

The waiting ponies seemed to sense the thrill of the trip. The 
only sad creature in the party was Majiana, the clumsy pack burro, 
who drowsed while the load was being adjusted to his back. Ma- 
fiana’s only concern about the trip seemed to be a hope that it would 
be a short one. 

Mounting his horse, Tae’s father gave the word to start. Ma- 
fiana blinked, stretched a little, and fell into his place ahead of the 
riders. The river was but a little distance away, and the party soon 
reached it. Majfana stopped at the river’s edge and drank, muddy 
as the water was. The ponies stopped too. But when the party 
wished to cross the river, Mafiana seemed to have ideas of his own. 
The river was very shallow at the fording place, but that made no 
difference to Mafiana. Stubbornness was a part of his nature, and 
crossing a river was one of the things that he disliked. Persuasion 
did not seem to change his mind one bit. Finally, Tae’s father tied 
a rope around the burro’s neck. Both boys waded out into the 
*Ta’é Hoo an’ 
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stream and took hold of the rope and pulled with all their might. 
Tae’s father got behind the burro and pushed as hard as he could. 
Suddenly, and without warning, Mafana plunged forward. The 
boys were caught unawares, and down they fell into the muddy river. 
They were soaked from head to foot, but were unharmed. Up they 
scrambled, coughing and gurgling and laughing. Majiana was cross- 
ing the river and they could continue on their way. The wet clothing 
soon dried in the hot sun, and the party rode along merrily, chattering 
of the adventures that lay ahead of them. 


Stubbornness was a part of his nature. 


For a few miles the road ran through the valley, close to. the 
river bank. Small groves of pifion trees and cedar trees were scattered 
here and there over the valley. To the right of the road rose the 
solid mass of rock which formed the Pajorito plateau. Tiny rock 
squirrels scampered up the sides of the cliffs, scolding the riders for 
disturbing their play. 

The road narrowed to a mere trail and wound up the side of 
the mesa. Back and forth it wound, around rocky ledges whose 
sides dropped straight for hundreds of feet. The rock was a white 
and red sandstone. The sides of the cliffs were dotted with strange 
rock formations that had been shaped by countless years of exposure 
to wind and rain. Looking at these formations, people could almost 
believe that a giant had amused himself with a mighty sledge and 
chisel, cutting queer forms from the cliffs. 

Up, up, up, the party rode, until it seemed as if they would 
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never reach the top of the mesa. An eagle soared overhead, seeming 
to hover in mid-air without moving a feather. To the Indians the 
eagle was a sacred bird that should never be harmed in any way. 

All at once, as if by magic, the road rounded a sharp turn, 
and there ahead of the party lay the most beautiful sight that they 
had ever seen. The ponies came to a halt, and the boys sat with 
wide eyes, viewing the sight. A great cafion lay directly in front of 
them, and the walls of this cafion were lined with caves. The caves 
had been the homes of a people that had long since disappeared, and 
yet the homes remained unchanged. 

Silently, reverently, with his hands raised high above his head, 
Tae’s father breathed a prayer of thanks to the great Creator who 


had made the beautiful cafon. Tae and Juan sat silent, too awed 
to speak. 


(To be continued) 


PRAISES 


For the strength for every 
ay, 

For the flowers along our 
way, 

For the gentle morning dew 

And the evening's sunset, 


too, 
We thank thee, Lord. 


For the cloudless skies 
serene 
And the waving grasses al 
green, 
For the love that holds us Wess 
dear } 
And the glorious morning Vay i 
cheer, 
We thank thee, Lord. | MUN 
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Pat LIST. Christina 
WINTER FUN) 


Tint moon and robe yellow. When this paint is dry, tint sky 
dark blue. Mix blue and orange to make brown. Apply brown 
lightly to deer. Sleigh and girl’s scarf are red. Shadows are violet. 
Mix a little red and blue to make violet. Driver wears gray clothing. 
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BAGS FOR CHRISTMAS GIFTS 


This month we shall make a nice Christmas gift for some one 
—a bag to carry pocketbook, handkerchief, and other little things. 


No. | 


You would never guess, to 
look at it, what it is made 
from—a _ discarded inner 
tube of an automobile. 

Some one in the family 
will give you one of these 
tubes, or you can get one, for 
the asking, from almost any 
garage. First cut out the 
valve; then cut the tube in 
two and split it lengthwise, 
being careful to cut it 
straight. 

These bags may be 
made any size you desire, but 
we shall make the first one 
the size of the one shown in 
illustration No. 1. Cut two 
pieces of the material 91/4 
inches by 6!/47 inches. Cut 
these pieces so that the lines 
of the cloth run straight 
across. At one end of each 
piece make a fringe 4! 
inches deep by cutting the 
material in even strips about 
Y% inch wide. If you should 
cut it narrower, it would be 
likely to break. Beginning 


just above the fringe on one side, snip out little points all around 
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FRANCES W. FOULKS =| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| | 


the edge of each piece to the fringe on the other side. All the cutting 
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should be done from the rubber side of the 


e 
material, which is the wrong side of the bag. 
° . On the wrong side of the material, about 
Y4 inch above the fringe, mark 6 dots at 
. *! equal distances apart. Then make 4 dots 
along each side about !/2 inch from the edge. 
the center of the bag, at the top, cut a 


| slit about 34 inch long. See illustration No. 
2. At the points marked by the dots cut 
little holes. This is easily done by doubling 
the material on the marked places and snip- 
ping out a little piece. Practice on a scrap of 


| 


| the material first and it will be easier to make 
. the holes the same size. They should be 
No. 2 only about '% inch across. When the holes 


are all cut in the first piece, lay it on the other piece, 

placing the rubber sides together. Mark the dots on the 

second piece by marking with a lead pencil through the “ 

holes on the first piece. Then cut these holes out as you 

did the others. Cut a string of the material a little less 

than 14 inch wide and about 30 inches long. Cut one 

end in a point, and, placing the two pieces of the bag 7 

together, run this string in and out through the holes from 

one corner to the other. Cut each end of the string in 

two where it comes out of the last hole; tie twice, letting 

the ends hang. | | 
To make the handle, cut a piece of the material 26 | 

inches long and 11% inches wide. On each end of this 

strip make a fringe 81% inches deep. About 3% inch 

above the fringe cut a notch in each side, so that the strip 

is a little less than 34 inches wide between the notches. 

Make little points on each side of the handle, and make | 

little holes down the center about | inch apart. See illus- 

tration No. 3. 
Take the fringe on one end of the handle, stretch 

the slit in the top of the bag, and draw the fringe through tl I 

until the notch in the handle fits into the slit in the bag. telat 

Put the other end of the handle through the slit in the No. 3 

other side of the bag, and your work is finished. Is the bag not a 

nice Christmas gift to give to some one you love? 


You can make a number of these gifts out of one tube, if you 


are careful not to waste any material. 
that are left over from this work, for we may want to make some 
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other things from them later. 


A merry, happy Christmas to each of you, dear Sunbeams, and 
may each of you make many others happy at this glad season. 


Dear Wisdoms: 

Four hundred years ago, a king of England and a king of 
France met in a conference. So rich were the garments of the 
kings and of their’ attendants that the plain where the meeting 
was held has been called The Field of the Cloth of Gold. 

It is September, and I am having my vacation in Iowa. 
The goldenrods and the tall yellow daisies are in splendid 
bloom. They are so rich of color where they grow in groups 
that, on first seeing them, I said: “Here is The Field of the 
Cloth of Gold—such gold as never king nor emperor could 
hope to make into medals or store in his treasure chests.”” 

When I saw a tall goldenrod, I said: “There is the king 
of England,” and the shorter goldenrods I called his ministers 
and his courtiers. When I saw a large daisy, I said: “There is 
the king of France,” and the small daisies I called his ministers 
and his courtiers. 

I have had a happy vacation in green and lovely Iowa, 
where the soft wind sings in the corn. When the snow of winter 
covers all the fields I shall have a golden memory of the autumn 
flowers that made the landscape more gorgeous than the plain 
where the two kings met on The Field of the Cloth of Gold. 

With love, 


Editor 


Do not destroy the pieces 
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Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 


Motto—Love never fails. 


Pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. Price of pins, $.25 each. 


Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in two 
months before the date of the issue in which they are to appear. For instance, 
letters and reports for March Wee Wisdom must be in by January 1. 

Peter Pan Caps—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. A\ll the names need not be sent at one time; when 
you send in the fifth name remind us that you wish the cap, and we will mail it to 
you. 


If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
other Boosters. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for each of them. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading your stories, and my little friends 
do also. One day when I was playing in the sand, I lost a dime. I said The 
Prayer of Faith over and over and I found the dime.—Louise Maxwell. - 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom very much, because it helps 
me in many ways. This summer I was very ill. I said The Prayer of Faith 
and instantly I was healed.—Harriett Williams. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I made some candy and it seemed as if it would 
never harden, so I got my Wee Wisdom and went over The Prayer of Faith 
and learned it. Then I saw the Booster page and sat down to write you a letter. 
I said The Prayer of Faith and then I got along nicely. My candy hardened. 
I used to send my Wee Wisdoms out to my friends and they said that they 
would like to get Wee Wisdom.—Sadah Ward. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—One night I was very sick with pneumonia. 
Mother wrote to Silent Unity for prayers, and I said The Prayer of Faith 
all night. The next morning I felt better and soon I was up.—Bobby Riffe. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy you very much and look forward to your 
arrival each month. Once I had a pain in my side. I said The Prayer of Faith 
and I soon got rid of the pain—Daphne Donaldson (B. W. I.). 

Dearest Wee Wisdom—My little friend has just received her first copy 
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of Wee Wisdom and has told me how she loves it. I hope that soon she 
will belong to the Booster club, as I have told her about it and encouraged 
her to join. I had a headache and felt cross and sulky, but I read The Prayer 
of Faith and memorized it, and soon my headache was gone and I was happy 
again. I just love The Prayer of Faith because it has done so much for me. 


—WNellie Prophett. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I love Wee Wisdom and take it to school with me. 
One verse from Wee Wisdom was put in the Vancouver exhibition. My 
favorite stories are Blanche’s Corner and “How Jimmy Came Through.” 
I hope you are all well and happy.—WMéillicent Savage. 

Dear Friends of Wee Wisdom—lI want you to know how Wee Wisdom 
has helped me. Not two weeks ago I lost my temper easily and was a stubborn 
old grouch. But I looked up all of my Wee Wisdoms and started to read 
“‘How Jimmy Came Through.” It did me a world of good. Now every one 
loves me more. Why? Because I am controlling my temper. You see now 
why it has been a pleasure for me to write to you.—ZJcanette Hitch. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Wee Wisdom has helped me so much that I cannot 
thank you enough. “How Jimmy Came Through” is very true. I am trying 
Jimmy’s plan now and my wish will come soon, | know. The Prayer of Faith 
has helped me.—Martha Hanlon. 

Dear Editor—I am looking forward to the August number of Wee 
Wisdom. My birthday is also in August, so I am going to send you a birthday 
present. I am renewing my subscription to Wee Wisdom for another year 
and am having one sent to a friend for a year. Mother has given me your 
little book, “Lessons for Young Students.” I just love it and it always lies 
next to my bed so that I can find it whenever I want it. I have had ‘“Treasure 
Box” too, but I gave it to a friend for her birthday. I can hardly wait for 
each copy of Wee Wisdom to arrive now, because I want to go on with “How 
Jimmy Came Through.” I think serials are most unkind things! I am a 
Girl Guide, as well as a Booster, and I am spending part of my vacation camp- 
ing in the Bushweld, so I can sympathize with Jimmy and Plucky.—Doris 
Grafton Grattan (S. Africa.) 

Dear Wees—I have taken your magazine for about eight years. I enjoy 
it very much. I like The Prayer of Faith. I take my magazines to school and 
my teacher reads ““How Jimmy Came Through.” I am sure that all of my class- 
mates enjoy the story.—Eivonne Killgore. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—A friend gave you to me for a year. I enjoyed you 
very much. I have learned The Prayer of Faith and I say it every night and 
when in need during the day. I love you from cover to cover, but best of all 
I like the Young Authors Department and Blanche’s Corner. I am going to 
start working with the Busy Sunbeams.—/ean Fraser. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I think you are the best magazine that I have ever 
had. I have read Wee Wisdom for three months. The Prayer of Faith is the 
most beautiful thing in it. I read the Bible lessons every week. My sister 
enjoys Wee Wisdom, too.—Martha Agler. 

Dear Editor—I think it is more fun to sit at home and read Wee Wisdom 
than to go to a show. I thank God that we have Wee Wisdom to read, so we 
can learn more about Jesus.—Mildred Pond. 

Dear Editor—I have taken Wee Wisdom for about eight years, and I 
like it very much. A\s soon as you come I turn to “How Jimmy Came Through,” 


24 WEE WISDOM 


then to Blanche’s Corner. I have recently joined a Camp Fire group and I like 
it—Beth Edwards. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much. I love the stories. Here are 
a big hug and a kiss for the editor—O*. I am helping Mother and Daddy. 
A few days ago I helped Mother when we had company. I am sending my 
love to the Wee Wisdom children. I will try to help everybody. My grandma 
has been sick, but she is all right now. I prayed for her. I pray for everybody 
every night. I hope everybody will always be well. I am getting along well 
in school. I love my teacher very much, and all of the children. I try to be 
kind and loving and faithful. I am always happy.—Betty Lou Bishop. 

Dear Unity—I am getting along fine in my lessons. I learned the prayer 
you sent me and can remember it anywhere I go. It helps me in my lessons. 
I thank you for your goodness and for your prayers.—Louise Kimble. 

Dear Miss Shanklin—I want to tell you how much I love Wee Wisdom. 
We have a little club and I bring my magazine to the club each time I receive 
it. A\ll the children enjoy reading it or rather hearing it read, as we read the 
stories aloud. It gives me great help in many difficulties, and I am very thank- 
ful. I would never have heard of or taken Wee Wisdom magazine if it had 
not been for a friend who sent it to me for a year. She would have continued 
to send it to me every year, but I saved my own money and sent for it. I like 
the little magazine ‘and hope to take it forever.—Betty Shuhan. 


; NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 
Francis A. Godfrey; Mabel Sargunam; Catherine McKeel; Allean Robin- 
son; Maxine Janeway; Nadine Farnsworth; Martha Twitchell; Isabelle Kin- 
sella; Ray Busby; Iva L. Aiken; Hattie C. Tate; Christine Drever; Victoria 
Dickson; Betty Hoover; Comfort Lily Josiah; Lucille Josiah; Lorraine Smith; 
Nina Graves; Margaret Rosener; Annette Shorter; Baxter K. Wolf; Florence 
Anderson; Margaret Brizins. 


WEES WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 

Marjorie Colson: prosperity for family; Catherine McKeel: music lessons; 
Violet Leach: prosperity and better position for her father; Beulah Kearney: 
school work; Maxine Thompson: that her hair may grow; Atrell Jett: school 
work; Isabelle Kinsella: that she may find her purse; Clifford Koehler: school 
work; Lelia Tipton: health and school work; Ruth Williams: health, music, 
and school work; Hattie Heffernan: health for mother and school work for 
self; Thelma Humphreys: school work; Clifford Thomas: school work; Rudolph 
Thomas: health; Anna Olsen: success with a Booster club; Leah Avery: free- 
dom from biting her finger nails; Edith McNutt: school work for self and 
cousin; Aileen Richardson: health for mother; Hazel Smith: school work for 
self and health for her grandfather. 

WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 

Catherine McKeel (10 years), Thompson Falls, Mont.; Adelia Owen, 
Clayton, N. M.; Doris Maynard (11 years), 22 Academy st., Fairhaven, Vt.; 
Esther C. Mortensen, Melita, Man., Canada; Carolina L. Mortensen, Melita, 
Man., Canada; Christine Drever (9 years), 162 Ist ave., Ottawa, Ont., Can- 
ada; Evelyn Powell (14 years), rfd 1, Coloma, Wis.; Theolyn G. Stanley, 
Cherryfield, Me.; Fred E. Martin (14 years), L’Ardaise, N. S., Canada; 
Florence Mae Ogihue, Comox, B. C., Canada; Margaret Lyons (14 years), 
rfd 1, Coloma, Wis.; Mary Morris (11 years), rfd 3, box 47, Newark, Del.; 
Burdette B. Marsh, box 81, Glendo, Wyo. 
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“Department 


Dear Wees: 

We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and 
letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying 
to give each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a letter 
or a story published. If you send us another contribution soon after 
your first has appeared, please understand that we do not use it be- 
cause we wish to let others have a place on the Booster club or on the 
Young Authors pages. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 

THE Eprtor. 


A GOOD DEED ON CHRISTMAS 


HazeL MAE SarsBer (11 years) 
Oak Park, IIl. 


On Christmas day Marie was up very early to see what she 
had received. There before her eyes was a Christmas tree that 
touched the ceiling. All around the tree were presents and every 
one of them was for her. There was a doll that went to sleep and 
talked; there was a buggy in which the doll could have many pleasant 
rides; there were many other things also. 

As it was Sunday, Marie started to church. She and her friend 
Mildred went together that day. Miuldred’s family was very poor 
and so she did not get presents, as other children did, but she was 
happy anyway. 

Marie decided to give Mildred one of her dolls. To give up 
one doll was hard. She didn’t know which one to give. Finally 
she decided to give the new doll. Although Marie regretted losing 


her doll, she was as happy as Mildred, because she had done a good 
deed. 
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THE CHRISTMAS STAR 
Dora RussELL (13 years) 
Elk Rapids, Mich. 


Out of the night there grew a light; 
At first twas wan and pale, 
But it grew and grew till its radiance threw 
A light over mountain and vale. 


Some shepherds saw this beauteous star; 
They followed where it led, 

They followed and followed, until it stopped 

Right over a manger bed. 


They looked in the stable. What did they see? 
Three Wise-men kneeling there 
At the feet of a woman, with a tiny babe— 


And both were wondrous fair. 


The babe was the gentle Jesus, 
The mother, the Mary mild. 


There had been no room in the inn that night 
For Joseph and Mary’s child. 


The shepherds and Wise-men first to the babe 
The banner of faith unfurled; 

Do you think they knew that some day he’d be 

The King of all this world? 


OUR BABY 


MAXINE AMENDE (10 years) 
Albion, Idaho 


We have a baby, so dimpled and sweet; 
I like him because of his tiny white feet. 
When he is fussing and we play a tune 
He from his crying will surely stop soon. 


Our little baby’s named Keith; 
He bites his fingers like he’s getting teeth. 
When he’s asleep he is missed, 

But when he’s awake he always gets kissed. 
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LOST 
Mivprep Gates (10 years) 
Hartford, Conn. 


Muriel Woods was seven years old. One day she was walking 
along Main street with her mother when she spied a store window 
full of dolls. She wanted to stop and look at them, so she did. Her 
mother walked right along up Main street, not noticing that Muriel 
was not with her. Ina very few minutes Muriel started to walk away 
from the dolls; she discovered that her mother was nowhere to be 
seen. She did not cry, for Mother had told her not to cry if she 
became lost but to stay in one place and not move from where she 
was standing. She waited fifteen minutes with no mother, which 
seemed like a year to her. She thought that she would pray to God, 
so she did. In about-five minutes she was telling Mother how she 
had prayed to God and that if she should be lost again she would 
pray to God, for he had helped her this time. 


WINTER 


Eric VAN HAGEN years) 
Toledo, Ohio 


Old Winter is a jolly fellow, 
Though he is so cold, 

For with our sleds all red and yellow, 
Some new and some old, 


We can have no end of fun. 


Then there’s Santa Claus, you know, 
With his pack of toys; 
And doesn’t he just seem to know 
The things for girls and boys? 
Happy, happy Christmas time! 


THE LITTLE BIRD 


VIRGINIA LEE HAMILTON (11 years) 
Waverly, Ohio 


There is a little bird that comes and stays on our porch in the 
winter time. He stays between the ceiling and the electric wires, 
where he keeps warm when it is frozen and cold outside. At dusk 
he comes and at dawn he goes. He is a little sparrow but he is 


sweet. I think all birds are sweet because God made them. 
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My mother says: “Come in, my dear! Come in out of the rain!” 
And so I stand and press my face against the windowpane, 
And watch the funny raindrop children coming out to play— 
Poor things! they’re not allowed to romp, save on a rainy day! 
And some run jolly little races down the window glass, 

And some dive helter-skelter from the house roofs to the grass, 

And some, with noses in the air—oh, very proud and fine— 

Go riding little cable cars along the wire clothesline. 

Some sit upon a whirling breeze and spin around and round, 

And some go on exploring trips deep in the friendly ground. 

They slide down from the tree tops and they jump from leaf to leaf— 
The fun those raindrop children have is quite beyond belief! 

But when it seems as if the mists and rain were here to stay, 

The sun creeps through and shines until he shines the clouds away. 
And then I think the little raindrops hear their mother cry: - 
“Come in, dears! Climb the rainbow stairs! Come in out of the dry!” 


Glory to God in the 
and on earth Peace, 
Good Will toward me ) i 
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HAROLD EVANS 


Nearly all little girls like to play with dolls, and we can think 
of no more delightful Christmas gift for Sister than a chest in which 
to keep doll clothes. 


BOTTOM 
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Make this little chest of nice, smooth wood 4 inch thick. 
First, make the two sides, from pieces of wood 3! by 7! 
inches. Measure one inch from the bottom and draw a guide line 
across. Make a mark one-half inch from each end at the bottom. 
Measure one inch from each end along the guide line. Draw a line 
diagonally between these two points. Now cut out the lower section 
with a scroll saw. Make the ends from pieces 3!/2 inches by 4 inches. 
Lay them out and saw them in the way described for the side pieces. 
The bottom board is 4 by 7 inches. The top piece is 43% by 8 inches. 
Bevel the top piece slightly around three sides, as shown in the 
diagram. The handles are little pieces of wood 1/7 inch by | inch. 
Smooth all of the pieces with a wood file. Sandpaper and join in 
the following order: First, nail the two ends to the bottom board 
by placing the bottom board even with the cut-out section of the 
ends and nailing through from the outside. Next, nail the two side 
pieces to the ends and the bottom. Then attach the handles. Use 
small brads for this and place glue between the joints. Fasten the 
top to the chest with small brass hinges. Use two small pieces of 
chain to keep the lid from falling back too far. 

You may stain the chest to give it the effect of a cedar chest, 
by mixing a small quantity of red oil paint with turpentine and apply- 
ing it to the entire surface with a cloth. Then remove the surplus 
color with a dry cloth. A coat of floor wax may then be applied. 


Jesus Christ is now our guest; 
He blesses our work, our food, our 
rest. 
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Lesson 10, DECEMBER 5, 1926. 
RUTH AND NAOMI—tThe Book of Ruth. 


GoLpEN TExT—Thy people shall be my people, and thy God my 
God.—Ruth 1:16. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The name Naomi means “pleasant,” or “delight,” and to us it stands 
for the soul. In the beginning of this lesson the soul does not seem to be 
close to God, for it looks to material ways to get its supply: Naomi went 
from Bethlehem to a strange land, to get food. But the soul cannot 
be happy with outer things alone, for it finds its highest joy in the 
thoughts and the things of Spirit. If it has strayed away, the’ time will 
come when it must return to its own land, as Naomi returned from the 


land of Moab. 

The sons of Naomi stand for thoughts that have their beginning 
in Truth, but which are carried out into the outside world (Moab). Be- 
cause they get away from Spirit they never are healthy or happy. In 
time they lose their strength and their power, and at last they are lost 
from our minds entirely. 

Ruth stands for that which is beautiful, pure, and loving in outer 
things, and that for which the soul always looks. Ruth was the only 
good that Naomi took with her out of Moab. Ruth’s loving words to 
Naomi teach us that when human love is raised to divine love it becomes 
willing to leave that which is not real and to follow after the real. It 
is willing to go where the soul leads; it is true and faithful in its love, 
and it is willing to worship the God of love. 

Love and loyalty bring to us much good. Because she was loving 
and loyal Ruth found happiness and wealth, and she became a member 
of the family of Hebrews through which Jesus came to the earth, one of 
the house of David. The Christ comes to us through loyalty, love, faith. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
Can the soul be happy with outer things alone? 
For what do the sons of Naomi stand? 
What is taught us by Ruth’s loving words to Naomi? 
Why did Ruth find happiness and wealth? 
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LEsson THOUGHT—/ love the one God, and in all my ways I am 
loyal to him. 


MEMORY VERSE 

I turn from things of matter 
And leave them all behind; 
Upon the one true loving God 
I fix my heart and mind. 


Lesson 11, DECEMBER 12, 1926. 
THE BOY SAMUEL—I Samuel, Chapters 1—3. 


GoLDEN TEXxT—Speak, Jehovah; for thy servant heareth—I Sam- 
uel 3:9. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

The lesson about God’s calling the boy Samuel teaches us that God 
speaks to his children and that we should listen to his voice and be 
ready to answer. when he calls. 

Many voices come to us besides those that we hear with our ears. 
At times we find thoughts springing into our minds or new ideas arising 
in us, and we do not always know from what they come. Some are 
from things that have been on our minds and which are brought back 
by memory. Many are thoughts from the minds of those about us. 
Some are the words of God, sent to help us. 

Because so many voices come to us it is hard sometimes for us to know 
which we should follow. Samuel thought that Eli was calling him, and 
Eli had to tell him that it was God who was calling. Eli also told Samuel 
that he should answer when the voice called again. As we learn to answer 
the voice of God, it becomes clearer in our minds, and it comes to us more 
often. One of the greatest needs of God’s children is to listen so care- 
fully for God to speak and to be so willing to answer his voice that they can 
turn to him for wisdom and for guidance every time that they have a need. 

Samuel was obedient. When Jesus told his disciples that they should 
become as little children, he meant that they should have minds that were 
open to hear the voice of God and that were willing to obey it. Samuel 
also was fearless in telling Eli what God had said to him. We must have 
the courage to act upon the leading that comes from God, knowing that 
he will give us strength to do that which he wants us to do. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
Does God speak to his children? 


What are some of the voices that come to us? 
What happens when we learn to answer the voice of God? 


WEE WISDOM 33 


What did Jesus mean when he told his disciples that they should 
become as little children? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ listen for the voice of God and am obedient 


to it. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I listen for the voice of God, 
It speaks to me each day; 

I hearken to its loving words, 

Its leading I obey. 


Lesson 12, DECEMBER 19, 1926. 


CHRISTMAS LESSON: THE SAVIOUR’S BIRTH. 
 —Luke 2:8-20. 


GoLDEN TExT—Behold, I bring you good tidings of great joy which 
shall be to all the people—Luke 2:10. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Every year at this time we study the beautiful lesson that is found 

in the story of the birth of the Christ Child. There is no other story from 

_ which we can get so much good, because the birth of the Christ Spirit 
in us is the greatest thing that ever happens to us. 

God made man in His own image and likeness, and the spark of 
divine life in man has never left him. But sometimes the Spirit of God, 
or the Christ, which is God’s perfect idea of man, becomes covered up 
by the thoughts of the mortal mind. It becomes hidden and seems to be 
dead. That is when the Christ Spirit must have a new birth in us. 

The tidings of great joy which was the news of Jesus’ birth, came to 
some shepherds who were tending their flocks. In our studies of Truth we 
learn that sheep stand for thoughts. Certain ruling thoughts in us that are 
strong and wise must have charge of our flocks to keep them safe from 
ideas that would destroy their purity or their faith. It is to these ruling 
thoughts, or shepherds, that the glad news of the Christ comes. 

The message of the birth of Christ in us brings gladness with it, 
and it brings such a sense of strength in the glory of God that great peace 
is ours. Our hearts are filled with good will toward all people, our 
actions are gentle and kind, and our words are loving and joyous. 

The birth of the Christ in us takes place every time we open our 
hearts anew in love and humbleness to receive him. The same joy and 
peace and good will that we celebrate at Christmas can be ours every day 

if we invite the Christ each day to come into our hearts and lives. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is the greatest thing that ever happens to us? 
When must the Christ Spirit have a new birth in us? 
To whom do the glad tidings of the Christ birth come? 
When is Christ born in us? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ give glory to God in the highest and I am 
at peace with all men. 


MEMORY VERSE 


The song the lowly shepherds heard 
That far off Christmas morn, 
Is in my heart and makes me know 


That Christ in me is born. 


_ Lesson 13, DECEMBER 26, 1926. 
REVIEW: MOSES TO SAMUEL. 


GoLDEN TEXT— 
Surely his salvation is nigh them that fear him, 
That glory may dwell in our land. 


—Psalms 85:9. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


As we read about the great leaders that are told of in the Bible we 
learn that God always sends his children help and wisdom when a great 
need comes to them. Each of the leaders about whom we have studied 
this quarter stands for something in each of us. 

Moses is the spiritual thought in us that God selects to lead us into 
his light. ‘The power of this spiritual thought comes from its keeping 
close to God and its using divine wisdom in its leading. Joshua is the 
I AM spirit that finally must come into leadership in our lives if we would 
enter the promised land. The story of Caleb teaches us a lesson in faith- 
fulness and loyalty. 

All these leaders had to be men with clear minds and strong bodies. 
In our temperance lesson we learned that we should not use food or drink 
or thoughts that harm our bodies. We should keep our bodies strong 
and clean, as holy temples of God. 

In the fall of Jericho and again in the victory over the Midianites, we 
learn of the overcoming power of God’s word. The word of God always 
is true, and if we would use its power in our lives we often should renew 
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our covenant with God to remind ourselves of his loving care for us and 
our duty to him. 


The life of Ruth gives us a beautiful picture of divine love and the 


reward that it brings. Samuel’s obedience to the voice of God is a thing 
that we should admire and follow in our own acts. The joyous Christ 
story closes the lessons for the quarter and shows us what we may look 
forward to if we follow the leading that God sends us. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What do we learn by reading of the great leaders in the Bible? 
From what does the Moses power in us come? 

What do we learn from the fall of Jericho? 

What should we do if we would use the power of God’s word in 


our lives? 


LEsson THOUGHT—God leads me in all that I do. 
MEMORY VERSE 


Whenever doubt or gloom appears, 
If I but think aright 

The loving Father sends a thought 
That leads me to the light. 


SUGGESTION FOR MAKING CHRISTMAS CARD 


| 


A Christmas ship 4 send to you: 
{ carries love and Zladneds ‘oo. 


Tint sun red or gold; water, green. Write your name on the sail. 
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PUZZLE PAGE 


CROSS WORD PUZZLE 


Francis J. GABLE 


2 | 3 4 #5 6 7 8 


46 


: HORIZONTAL 34 Not right 11 Sixth note of the scale 
‘ 36 Long step 13 Did eat 
. 1 The fall of the year 39 Short for advertisement 15 Past tense of pool 
6 That which binds 40 Part of verb to be 17 Eaten away 
9 Part of the verb to be 42 An age 18 A quantity of paper 
10 More noble 43 Gets up (pl.) 
13 Help, assistance 45 An exclamation 20 U 
14 An article 46 A certain kind of tree 23 
= 15 Father (pl.) 27 A pronoun 
_ 16 Part of the alphabet 47 Idols 29 Musical plays 
efore o fasten 
22 Half of the word VERTECAS. 34 Behind time 
“each” 1 Narrow passages 35 Sailors 
24 Opposite of yes 2 You and me 37 Very full of 
25 As 3 One 38 A girl’s name 
26 Run after 4 Style, manner 41 Third note of the scale 
28 Behold 5 Abbr. for “take notice” 43 Part of the verb to be 
30 To perform 6 Curved 44 Seventh note in the 
32 Printer’s measure Either scale 
33 Energy (slang) 8 


Face of a clock 45 Same as 27 


ANSWER TO LAST MONTH’S PICTURE PUZZLE: 
As you use the truth you know 
You better, braver, stronger grow. 
ANSWERS TO LAST MONTH’S RIDDLE RIMES: A tree; comb. 
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CHRISTMAS GIFT 


The Sunday morning following the Saturday that the Spartans 
had had the dinner in the Roost, Coralee went home for a visit, without 
sending any word to the gang. 

““Was she mad, Red?” asked Chink. 

“Oh, no!” said Red sarcastically, “but she was very, very 
angry. She even called me Henry,” he added in disgust. 

““What’s wrong about that>’’ inquired Cousin Bob. “Henry is 
your name, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, but no one calls me that except Miss Morgan—not even 
Mother, unless I’ve done something I shouldn’t have done. That 
girl would be all right,”” he went on, “‘if she didn’t have such a temper. 
It’s that pesky red hair of hers.” 

The gang laughed and Red looked amazed until Kegs pointed 
meaningly at Red’s own flaming top. 

“Oh, I conquered my temper long ago,” Red explained loftily. 

“Glad to hear it,”” said Kegs, rumpling Red’s hair. But Red 
refused to rise to the bait. 

‘Amuse yourself, child,” he said kindly. “You're too young 
and foolish to fuss with.” 

During the next few weeks the gang missed Coralee more than 
any of them would have cared to admit. One day after school when 
they were sitting around the stove in the Roost, David suggested 
that they write a letter to Coralee. 

“Red said he’d apologize to her,” Kegs reminded them. 

“T have to have a chance to, don’t [>’’ asked Red. “She didn’t 
even let me talk to her before she left, except to say good-by.” 

“Well, I thought we might write and tell her that the club 
hopes she will be a member when she comes back—because once a 
Spartan, always a Spartan—or something like that,”’ said David. 
So he brought pen, paper, and ink from the house and wrote the 
letter. The rest of the gang, crowding around him, told him what 
to write. 
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“Tell her she’d better come back while the sledding is good,” 
suggested Chink. 

“Yes, and tell her we are taking up long division in school,” 
continued Cousin Bob. 

“If we tell her we are going to make candy some Saturday, 
here in the Roost, I'll bet she’ll come,”’ said Kegs. 

“Oh, tell her I’m sorry and that I’ll apologize,” said Red wearily. 
“That ought to bring her.” 

“It might be a good idea to add a postscript about Ebbie’s 
three baby kittens—she likes cats so well,” was David's final thought. 

At last the letter was sealed, stamped, and mailed, and the 
gang felt better. Kegs was looking for an answer the next day, 
until Red carefully explained that Coralee could not possibly get the 
letter until the next afternoon. “If she answered right away, we 
couldn’t get it until three days from the time we mailed ours,” he 
added. 

But when a week had passed with no word from Coralee, even 
Red became anxious. 

“If she just had yellow hair, or brown, or black, we might be 
able to do something with her,”” he lamented. 

“Tt is queer,” David confided to Bige as they sat together one 
night before the fire. ‘Of course she has a temper, but I didn’t 
think she’d refuse to answer a friendly letter.” He looked into the 
fire with a puzzled frown, and Bige looked into David’s face as 
though he quite agreed that Coralee hadn’t seemed at all that sort 
of girl. Then he did the only thing he could do to help matters: 
Resting his head on David’s knee he looked lovingly at his master 
—and it was surprising what an amount of love those two brown eyes 
could express. 

About a week before Christmas, Red began to act in a most 
mysterious way—not in anything he did, particularly, but in the 
way he looked. He did not seem to want to speak of Coralee at 
all and often the boys would catch him grinning at nothing, so far 
as they could see. 

“T’d think he had a secret,” said Kegs one afternoon as the boys 
were walking home from school, “‘if I didn’t know he couldn’t keep 


one. 

Red laughed, and taking Kegs by the back of the neck, washed 
his face with snow. 

The deepest snow of the season fell on Thursday, two days 
before Christmas. On Friday the Christmas holidays began. Each 
of the Spartans, except Red, drifted into the Roost as soon as his 
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work at home was finished. Early in the afternoon Red came plowing 
through the snow in the lane. 

“T’ve been making a snow man,” he said as he stamped into 
the Roost. “Come on over and see it.” 

““What’s so wonderful about it?” asked Kegs, suspecting a joke. 

“Wait until you see it,” was all the answer Red would give. 
So they went single file down the wheel ruts to the Sloan’s front gate. 
Just before they got there, Red gave a shrill whistle. 

“Say!” cried Chink, who was walking behind him, “are you 
trying to burst my ear drums?” 

““No, but that snow man of mine is a sleepyhead. I want him 
to be awake when we get there.” 

From the gate they saw the snow man standing beside a big 
lilac bush. He wore a hat and he held an umbrella in one hand. 
The other hand was held out as if in greeting. 

“Go up and shake hands with him,” invited Red. 

As David stepped forward with outstretched hand, a small figure 
burst from behind the lilac bush. Seizing his hand she began dancing 
gaily around. 

“Happy Christmas, Spartans!’’ laughed Coralee. 

The dancing and the shouting that followed was more typical of 
Indians than of true Spartans, but everybody was happy. 

““We ought to wash her face,” said Chink when they had stopped 
for breath. 

“T dare you,” cried Coralee, her hands on her hips. 

She didn’t seem to mind having her face washed. In fact, 
in the scramble she helped wash a few faces on her own account. 

While they were drinking cocoa and getting warm and dry 
before the fire in Mrs. Sloan’s kitchen, Coralee explained. 

“T wanted to answer your letter but I was sure that if I did 
I would tell you when I was coming back, and I wanted to surprise 
you. 

“Tt was a surprise, all right,” laughed David. 

And Kegs whispered to Red, “I'll bet you apologized.” 

“Oh, hush up,” replied Red, grinning sheepishly. 
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Books and magazines are such satisfactory gifts. Don’t you 
find them so? They bring with them a joy that lasts through the year. 
For your little playmates and friends, we suggest that you and 
Mother look through the list of books and magazines that Unity 
publishes especially for young folk, and choose your gifts. The 
prices of many of the Unity books have recently been reduced, and 
we are sure that Mother will think that they are wonderfully priced 
now. 
First of all comes WEE WISDOM magazine. You are 
already familiar with it and know just how much pleasure and help 
your little friends will get from it. Its price is $1 a year. 

Then there is YOUTH, Unity’s new magazine for the young 
people of high school age. Delightful stories—Truth stories of course 
—are the important feature of this magazine. Its price, too, is $1 
a year. 

And then there are many lovely books, of which we can give 
you only a list in this brief space. 

Wee Wisdom’s Way, by Myrtle Fillmore. The whole family 
will enjoy it. Paper cover, $.50; cloth binding, $.75. 

Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks, by Lida R. Hardy. Atttractively 
illustrated. Paper cover, $.50; cloth, $.75. 

Treasure Box, by your own Imelda Shanklin, editor of Wee 
Wisdom. A quaintly told story. Price, $.50. 

The Garden, the Gate, and the Key, by Mary Brewerton 
de Witt. Beautifully illustrated in colors. Price, $.75. 

Love’s Roses, by Lucy C. Kellerhouse. A Truth fairy tale. 
Price, $.25. 

Wee Wisdom Picture Books contain selections of favorite 
stories and poems from past issues of Wee Wisdom magazine. 
Price, $.75. 

And remember, if you tell us that the books and magazines that 
you order are to be sent as Christmas gifts we will gladly send your 
friends little greeting folders with your name, as sender, on them. 

Send your orders, written very plainly, to 

UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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In the sunny Southland, 
Where the trees stay green, 


Birdies from the Northland 


Everywhere are seen. 


They're back to greet their neighbors, 
Who always stay at home 

And keep the homeland cheery 
While other birdies roam. 


They stay to make you happy, 
To tell you spring is near; 

They stay all through the summer 
And sing you songs of cheer. 


And when their work is finished 
And cooler grow the days, 

They leave you pleasant memories 
To brighten winter days. 
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CHRISTMAS DOLL 


Mother and I went to town to buy a 
Christmas gift for Cousin Sally. She 
lives away off from us, and we had to 
send her gift to her before we gave 
Cousin May and Cousin Max their gifts. 


There were green wreaths and red 
bells and bright lights in the stores, and 
there were green arches over the streets 
and green trees on the streets. Mother 
said the town had the Christmas spirit. 


The Christmas spirit makes us want 
to be good and kind and loving, Mother 
said. 


We bought Cousin Sally a doll. 
The doll is like a tiny baby. 


Mother made a robe of blue silk for 
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it, out of a piece she did not use in my 
dress. She put the robe on the doll, 
over its white dress. She let me kiss 
the doll. 


We packed the doll in a pretty Christ- 
mas box. We put white paper into the 
box. Mother wrote on a card: 


‘Fron Cousin Jane to Cousin Sally. 
Merry Christmas, and a kiss.” 


We 
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ay, 
The little “Bethlehems” must lead the 
way. 
So simple, too, to make, as you will see 
If you will read this rime attentively. 


First, butter take, about a fourth of cup, 

Then sugar—brim but once same meas- 
ure u 

Cream these together till they're smooth 
as silk, 

And add straightway half cup of sweetest 
m 


& 


Next, sift one cup, and half one more of 
flour 

Into a bowl—a sudden fairy shower! 

With pare teaspoons of baking powder 
white, 


Now beat and beat again, till all is light. . 


‘ 


4 


Beta’? 


“ 
4 
, j Of all the cakes that come for Christmas 
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© Then in the mixture fold with careful hand, 

° Whites of two eggs, whipped so they stiffly stand, 
“And last of all, a dash of flavoring sweet, 
“Rose, or vanilla, and the whole’s complete. 


“Put i in star pans, but give each room to 

grow, 

> And bake in oven, neither quick nor slow. 

:,Then, when the little shapes have grown 
quite cold, 

Wrap them in softest frosting, smoothly 


rolled. 


Let some the red of holly berries wear, 

* While others don a snowy mantle fair; 

But white or red, this do they clearly say: 

®“We we you all a merry Christmas 
ay. 


* 


—Imogen Clark. ef 
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He was the dear-est ba-by earth has wang s peace- ful 
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BLANCHE 


| There are no summer roses 


brilliant leaves of fall | 
i! To celebrate His birthday, 


Wi Whom we love best of all. 

il) But there could be no | 

brighter, 
More lovely sight, I know, AW 

Than red and green of holly |jj\ 
Against the glist'ning snow. i 
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